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"Very nice," replied his guest.
"A pot au feu?"
"Excellent."

"A fillet of French sole ?   Veronique ?"
"Splendid!"

"The chef has promised me a Russian Entree, Scha-
schlicks Tartarski, which few experts give the final touch.
Eh?"

"Superb!"

"A Canvasback, fonds d'Artichants a I'ltalienne,
salade barbe de Capucin, a morsel of cheese, black coffee,
and anything else you wish."

"Magnificent!" exclaimed X---------with emotion.

Then the comedy began. At sight of the oysters Mans-
field ordered them off the table at once. "I was dis-
tinctly promised fresh oysters. Bring the relish." The

Sigui was served with much flourish.    X---------got not so

far as a first mouthful. Mansfield swept it away with
further protests: "Don't touch it, my friend, don't touch
it. It will poison you. Bring the soup." The steaming

pot au feu filled X---------'s nostrils with delight, but not

his stomach. "This is too terrible," exclaimed Mansfield
to the servant. " How dare you serve such food ? It's
simply warm water and salt. Take it away."

" It smells delicious," protested the hungry X--------.

"My dear fellow," retorted his host, "I couldn't think
of having you eat such food at my table. No, I insist,
take it away." Off went the soup. In like manner came
the entree, duck, vegetable, and salad. The Boston
Falstaff was allowed to feast his eye and tease his nostrils
when, in spite of his despairing, Mansfield would order
each dish away as an offence he could not possibly endure.
From first to last he kept up a flow of good humour, an hour off the express. Then what do
